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iron. I expect you dropped it into the water-
jug/' she added. It sounded the most natural
thing in the world.

" I didn't drop it, exactly/'

" Men have queer ideas," she said. And
again he felt that these men, like those people,
were infinitely small, queer little spots on
Mrs. Williams's twinkling glasses.

He could go on listening while Mrs. Williams
explained the universe in words of one syllable.
It was like being tucked into bed again.
Surely she had a genius for making things
easy, Her slow speech, as she seemed to
bring the words one by one from an incredible
distance, almost curled round him; it gave
him time to adjust himself so comfortably,
to make as it were a soft place for the next
word to fall.

" I had lunch at the ' Crosskeys/ as you
told me/' he said.

" Did you tell her you were staying with
me?"

He had not, and he found it hard to explain ;
it simply was that he had been too shy.

" I forgot/' he said.

" You shouldn't have done that. Always
make friends when you can/'

" I didn't forget altogether; but when I